266                     CONGO   SONG
understand this: I demand an apology, and you will miss my
conversation. It is my heart that has been hurt*3 He put his
hand on his chest.
'Apologize/ he said, cwithin twenty-four hours in writing,
or you will breakfast alone, monsieur.5 Tears came to his
eyes; he dashed them away. SI will cook my own breakfasts,'
he said. He drew himself up.
'Come, Bernadotte. We leave this place where we have been
betrayed. We will work and think of our dreams.
'Apologize!3 he shouted.
He turned and went back to his house.
The dog hesitated, looking first from his master to Channel.
Then, picking up a fallen crust, it followed Sebastian.
The day was half-wasted. Channel lit a cigarette. And, he
had learnt a new version of Sebastian's past. There were at
least twenty of them. It was a pity his feelings had been hurt,
but he would recover*
The newly lit cigarette followed Sebastian's spittle. It
described a curve in the air, then the forest swallowed it.
The hospital would have to wait; he was in no mood for it.
He thought of his collection. If there was war, he would give
it to the Royal College of Surgeons. In London he had been
well received.
This decision had come suddenly. But it could not have, it
must have lain a long time in his unconscious.
That it had come made things more clear. Something was
going to happen soon... he had never been wrong when he
felt like this.